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C. Nay, master, the man has done me no wrong.
I was directed to the house, but I can't find It
again, if I was to be hanged for missing it; how-
ever, I won't betray him neither, let him be what he
will.

A* Well; but it seems you are not fully satisfied
yet, because he does not confirm your notion that
your wife is a whore; I fancy you have a mind it
should be so.

C. I don't care what she is, so I could bat find it
out.

A. But, you see, neither the honest man at
Northampton, nor the Devil at Oundle, would give
you any reason to think so. I would have you go
home, as the first man advised you, and be quiet.
I verily believe there's nothing at all in it; but you
have been a cruel husband, have used your wife like
a dog, and frighted her with worse, and she is fled
from you, as a poor, naked, defenceless sheep would
from a lion or wolf.

C. And you would have me go home and submit
to my wife ! no, I'll hang myself first.

A. I don't say submit to your wife; though if
you have wronged your wife, as I doubt you have, I
see no reason why you should not make a wife satis-
faction for the injury done her character, as well as
you would to a man that was able to cudgel you into
it. But I say go home, and mend your wife's hus-
band, and that will in all probability mend your
wife, and you may live comfortably again together.

C. I can't promise, master, to take any of their
advices, or your's either.

This story is not told so much to give an account
of the man, who was nothing as I could understand
by it all, but a base passionate fellow to an honest
woman his wife ; but it is a kind of a history of mo-
dern magic, or of the craft which, is at this time in
practice in the world. Nor is it a singular example,